LOST  TRAIL
to eat the meat. But a week later, impelled by hunger, we
had grown less fastidious.
Peter was still walking. He might have ridden on Akpan's
second camel, but Akpan pointed out that we had only hired
the animal for Boro's return journey, and besides she was
carrying his prayer-book.
Astray.
It was a week since we set out from Arakshatu and that
morning the air was stimulating. The atmosphere really was
the atmosphere of high places. We had spent a freezing night
near the source of the Boron Kol. Unlike the sources of
water-courses in the Alps, the "Valley" here was only an
immense plateau with scarcely any slope, and the mountains
seemed to have disappeared.
We set off towards the north-west, leaving a thin stream of
frozen water untouched, for Boro said there was a spring
where we were going to camp that evening. It was about
sixty Us across a gobi. Akpan brought a supply of roots in a
bag because, away from the trails, there are no argols with
which to make fires. The track had not been used for two
years and had practically disappeared. Only antelopes
seemed to frequent the region. Here and there antelope
carcasses were drying in the sun. The heart-shaped prints of
antelopes' feet showed on the ground where the herds had
passed. The shape also reminded one of two almonds
together, of an undivided philippine. We made our way
without landmarks. Since leaving the Tsaidam I had picked
out the route with the help of Norin's compass, playing at
being an explorer—for there had been few, if any, travellers
here since Carey followed this same valley in 1886. That day
I noticed that when Akpan took the lead he kept more to the
north than Boro did, but when I grew uneasy, he said it was
deliberate.

